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so cool and delicious to the feet and took the fatigue
ofi them as if by magic! And while we were thus
seated on a rock, dipping and splashing the water in
our glee all around us, an American, who also like us
had walked down the Canyon, taking in our situa-
tion came and offered us a handful of sandwiches.
We were hardly in a state to stand on ceremony,
so we just thankfully availed ourselves of his
generosity. With our feet thus reinvigorated by the
cooling water of the river and ourselves set up by
the timely dole of the good Samaritan, we stood up
with a spring to go on our return journey of five
thousand feet up the Canyon. The first part of
nearly two thousand feet we did practically with
ease and when we reached the Indian Garden wre were,
if at all, just out of breath. It is from here one gets
an idea of the immensity of the Canyon. The
surrounding heights with their jagged peaks rose
straight over our heads in unspeakable grandeur
and at times seemed to pierce the very blue of
heaven. The afternoon was fast advancing and we
had still those formidable heights to climb: so we
hurried on, only staying a minute or two to slake our
thirst at the Garden spring. The first few hundred
feet were taken fairly comfortably, but then com-
menced the cheerless, measured tramp in which one
became painfully conscious of every weary step one
took. When, we were half-way up the ascent the
tramp itself changed into a slow, listless trudge in
which the limbs felt half paralysed and moved
forward quite mechanically and the mind was in
such a state of stupor as to be incapable of any